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of hard-tack, and half a drum of "white" petrol—all the Primus
fuel we ever found. In the radio shack itself was a big five-pound
tin of strawberry jam, some orange marmalade, a can of George
Washington coffee, and several bottles of malted-milk tablets. The
tunnels connecting the various buildings at Little America were
lined with boxes, but all we opened were empty. However, by
searching the camp thoroughly we found enough food to live on
for three months.
We divided the duties of the camp. Hollick-Kenyon was cook.
I did the rest of the housework and kept the shaft clear of snow.
Fuel for our heating stove was evidently going to be scarce—
though we did find two more sacks later—and to conserve coal
and fuel, we agreed to stay in our sleeping-bags fifteen hours a
day. This was the routine adopted: We had supper at 9 pjn,
local time. At midnight we turned in. We got up at three or four
o'clock the next afternoon and had breakfast. After I had cleaned
everything up, I put on my parka and snow-shoes and hiked to the
tractors at Ver-sur-Mer, six miles each way, to observe the condi-
tion of the bay ice and watch for the Wyatt Earp. I usually got
back home just in time for supper.
One day—it was shortly before Christmas—Kenyon accompanied
me to Ver-sur-Mer, and we dragged the sledge on which was
loaded our tent and poles. We set up the tent at the tractors, and
near it we pknted firmly in the ice a bamboo pole with an orange
bunting flag fastened to it. I also put a note inside the tent, in-
forming whom it might concern that we were at Little America.
Tent and flag were a prearranged signal to inform Wilkins, when
the Wyatt Earp should enter the bay, that we had arrived.
While I was away on these walks, Hollick-Kenyon would rum-
mage around through the cabins for what he could find. He was
the official food-hunter. He usually had some treasure-trove to
show me when I got back from Ver-sur-Mer. The very next day
after our arrival he found a lot of bully-beef with some bottles o£
chilli sauce, Worcestershire, and tabasco. We had meat every day
after that, but always made our stews too hot with seasoning. They
gave me indigestion and made me long for the old diet of oatmeal
and bacon.
In almost every cabin Hollick-Kenyon dug up books—mostly

